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shorter and had a padded * rouleau * at the
bottom. Waistbands were directly above the hips.
Nevertheless, although she was in fashion, Jennifer
was not smart. She looked as though she had
put on her clothes in her sleep. Jennifer was
untidy, Judith was dowdy; that's what they were.
Francis was the grand one, seated gravely at the
end of the table, his head thin now, as though
carved of a fine stone. The ruffles at his neck
were of a peerless whiteness.

Their talk was stiff and awkward. They
spoke of general affairs. People were still dis-
cussing the Cato Street business, although it
was eight months since its occurrence. Judith
noticed at once with what feverish excitement
Francis spoke, as though ignorant desperadoes
like Thistlewood and Edwards were in every
town, hiding down every lane, concealed in every
corner.

She noticed, too, that when he went on in this
exaggerated sensational strain Jennifer's lips
stiffened and her eyes were scornful. She looked
at Judith once, as though to say: * You see now
what he has come to. Can you wonder if I
despise this man? ' and Judith thought again
that there was an appeal for help there.

Matters became even more personal when
they discussed the Coronation that was to be
celebrated in the following year, the King's
efforts for a divorce, and the Queen's eccentric
behaviour.

Francis, who had been drinking, Judith saw,
very much more than was his habit in the old